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is to me a very pleasing style of stateliness. The Hommes
is now a Lycee: the Dames a hospital for old people. Did
I ever persuade you to read a book I am here reading again,
really one of the most interesting I know—the correspon-
dence of George Sand and Flaubert? The clash of tem-
perament between her (after her very orageuse vie)^ all
goodness of heart, faith in goodjiess, optimism, kindliness,
hope and charity, and him, pure intellect with an im-
measurable contempt and distrust of men ("Nous ne
souffions que d'une maladie, mais elle est formidable et
univcrselle—la betisel") a very honest man with a low
view of morals (tho5 not a low practice—he lived mostly
like a monk). There are curious arguments between them:
one, on whether a young man engaged is right or wrong
to vow himself to chastity till he can afford to marry—
which G.S. defends and Flaubert thinks absurd. But most
of their topics are, of course, art and letters, and the
notable people of that time, and their love for each other,
and his mother, and her children and grandchildren. It's
all extraordinary good reading, and I am always recom-
mending it, but don't often get people to follow my recom-
mendation.
Your learned letter dazzled us all. We were interested
as well as impressed.
H6td Metropole,
To Paul Stephenson	Tours
April 25, 1928
my dear paul/
I want to c^tch you before you go back to Harrow to
send you this little souvenir of our week together with all
my good wishes for your career as Harrovian, Oxonian,
artist, and then Member of Parliament or whatever it may
1 Paul Stephenson, third son of Sir Guy Stephenson, at that time assistant
Public Prosecutor, who had married my niece, Gwendolen Talbot, a daughter
of John Talbot, M.P. She and Paul had accompanied us and our two daugh-
ters on a trip to Versailles, from whence we afterwards proceeded to the
Castles on the Loire*

